University of Dayton

eCommons
The Exponent

Student Produced Media

5-1950

The University of Dayton Exponent, May 1950
University of Dayton

Follow this and additional works at: https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent

Recommended Citation
University of Dayton, "The University of Dayton Exponent, May 1950" (1950). The Exponent. 304.
https://ecommons.udayton.edu/exponent/304

This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the Student Produced Media at eCommons. It has been
accepted for inclusion in The Exponent by an authorized administrator of eCommons. For more information, please
contact mschlangen1@udayton.edu, ecommons@udayton.edu.

Yes. Camels

are SO MILD

that in a coast-to-coast test

of hundreds cf men and women who
and only Camels—for 30 consecutive

smoked Camels—
days, noted throat

specialists, making weekly examinations, reported

NOT ONE SINGLE CASE OF THROAT
IRRITATION due to smoking CAMELS!
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Mother's

Day

On Mother’s Day, according to popular belief, miracles happen. Gangsters,
sophisticates, even the most hardened dead end kids stop thinking of themselves
for a moment to give some token of affection to their mother. Somehow or other,
they just wouldn’t feel right, if they didn’t give her a present. We, too, couldn’t
forgive ourselves, if we neglected our mother on her special day.
That “would’nt feel right” is certainly nothing to be ashamed of; it helps us
to do many praiseworthy actions we might otherwise omit, but, at the same time,
it should not be the predominant reason for our tribute. If we pay our respects
to stop our conscience

from

barking,

or because

it is the custom,

whom

are we

considering, ourselves, or the one we are honoring? To go on feeling alone would
be to rob our mothers of the true homage due them.
If a nice, cozy feeling inside can’t be our guide, we must have reasons, neue
we are apt to be satisfied with the first ones we find. What could be more worthy
of gratitude and honor than the intense suffering which our mother underwent in
giving us life? What could be more noble than the care and pain she has expended
in raising us? Certainly nothing is more sacred than the pains of motherhood;
and the scrapes, pranks, and mischievousness of children are grounds for fulsome
preise, but pain is easily discussed when we are not experiencing it, and all her
cacrifices can easily be forgotten. As long as these remain abstract considerations,

they have little effect upon our life.

Again, these motives are strong, for they are woven from self-sacrifice and love.
Scripture says, “Forget not the groanings of thy mother.” Yet as time goes on
the inconveniences she so cheerfully endured tend to slip our minds. Still, there
is a more forceful motive, one perhaps that could make an impression on the world,
whose most important personage is the ego.
We imagine ourselves as uniquely on our own, a rock weathering the wrath
of the elements. Surely most of us do not have delusions of grandeur, but we don’t
have to try very hard to imagine ourselves as Caesars, Don Juans, Einsteins, or
what have you. However great our dreams, we forget one important fact; we would
have less reality than a pile of dust under the carpet were it not for our mothers.
As self-sufficient, self-important, as we are, ye are so only because we were given

life. The
a helpless
for. Our
from our
intellect;
Our

achievements we like to attribute to our own efforts have their basis in
life that wouldn’t have meant much had it not been nurtured and cared
powers which we take pride in are not our own—athletic prowess comes
body which has been given to us; educational achievement from our
even our personality is not entirely our own.
success,

the exploitation

of our abilities

is due

to personal

effort;

our

fact,

“we

talents, have not lain idle. As dazzling as may be our triumphs, as dizzying the
heights

we

will achieve,

there will

ever remain

that

one

unavoidable

didn’t have to be.” No particular niche in the world calls for my existence. When
we were born we received from our mothers an inestimable boon, the gift of life.
When we give our gift on Mother’s Day let us not think we are bestowing
anything worthwhile, or giving honor where honor is due; instead, let us assume
our proper role, not one of giving, but of trying to show in some way our dependence upon our Mother, to whom, after God, we owe our existence.
—CHARLES
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MAY,

LONG

BEFORE

THE

END

OF

THE

1950

WORLD

By David J. Uhlenhake
@ How

long?

How

the consummation

long before

Scripture tells us that the signs
preceding the destruction are: wars,
famine,

pestilence,

the

coming

of

Antichrist, the darkening of the sun
and moon, and the appearance of
the cross in heaven. No one knows
when it will happen, but can it be
far off?
This is a war-torn world. Nations
clawing at the throats of each other
are every day occurences. Communistic Russia, squeezing the lifeblood out of her small neighbors,
increasing in power, sweeps on in
her conquests. War-ravaged China,
fighting for twenty years, trying to

hold out against hopeless odds, faces
the raising of the Red Banner over
all its land.

The

whole world, lick-

ing its wounds from World War II,
prepares for another slaughter.
A few years of peace,

then

war

again. Wars, wars, wars—how long
will they continue? Wars—one of
the signs preceding the end of the
world.
Famine—another sign to come before the end.
Beaten into the dust of the earth

by

the

last

Europe—their

stroyed

or

war,
home

taken

the

people

of

lands

de-

away—have

no

and

clothes on their backs, nor food to
eat.

Rummaging through the garbage
cans in the back alleys of Rome,
Paris, Vienna, and Berlin for an old
May, 1950

pork rind or a few crumbs of bread,

they try to stay alive.

of the world?

Pestilence—racking all the earth.
Cancer—the

dreaded

killer,

cancer

—soars the death rate by thousands
with each succeeding year. Polio—
crippling death-dealer to young and
old, rich and poor—it has no favorites. So long as you have two arms,
two legs, and a brain in your head
and

come

under

the

class,

homo

sapiens, you are subject to these killers. Animals do not have polio, or
cancer, or wars. Why?
In the beginning, God made
Adam and Eve and put them in the
Garden of Paradise. And they had
everything they could possibly want.
And God told them that so long as
they obeyed Him they would keep
all these things. He told them that
they would live forever, that they

would never become sick or suffer
injury so long as they obeyed Him.
But since they did not do this, He
punished them and took all these
gifts away. They suffered and died.
But God was all-loving. Adam and

Eve’s children continued the propagation of the human race. In their
hearts they developed lust and greed.
They killed each other. God warned
them but they did not heed His
warning. ‘They put Him aside, built
false gods of gold, and adored them.
God warned them again. Ungrateful
man mocked Him. God destroyed
the

world

and

all

the

men

in

chance. But ungrateful man did not
take advantage of this chance. Then
the Good God sent His Only-Begotten Son to suffer and die on the
cross for man’s sins, in order to teach

man how to live.
Ungrateful man has not followed
His Son’s teachings.
Look at the world today.
son expressed it well:
When

Tenny-

was age so cramm’d with

menace? madness? written, spoken lies?

Today

the

“Red

Devils”

across

the sea torture, mock-trial, and kill,

or throw into prison Christ’s teachers. ‘Today governments throughout
the world permit discriminations
and abuses against our God.
Here in our own beloved America,
God is thrown out of the schools

by the high court of the land. Those
people who perpetrated this crime
now sit back and boast over it.
Some

of these

same

institutions

which threw God out, teach the sexincited
theories
Nietzsche.

of

Freud

and

Feed the budding rose of boyhood with the drainage of your
sewer;
Send the drain into the fountain
lest the stream should issue
pure.

it,

The teachers at these institutions

save for Noah and the selected few
who sat atop Ararat. Again God was
all loving. He gave man another

pound these theories into the heads
of their students. The students come
out with warped minds—no morals,

Page 3

The

no common sense—their god—Barathustra. They go out into the world
and indulge in mercy-killings and
crimes against society and think they
have done no wrong.
How long will the good God permit it? When will He say, “Okay,
you have had your chance?”
We have been warned many
times. The Blessed Virgin warned
us at Fatima. She warned us again
in apparitions as recent as last

month.
The writing in big bold-face is on
the wall. In spite of all the warnings,
we remain illiterate.
*

In

*

*

The Good Old

Days

childhood

*

days

roamed

and
the

street;

It’s sad the good old days must stop.
What fun to watch the heavy cop
In chase of crooks within

his beat,

In childhood days of Mom and Pop.
Kach day, my Pop had wood to
chop.
At night, on skis, my Mom he’d
meet.

It’s sad the good old days must stop.
The floors were kept clean with a
mop.
The smokehouse

held

its store

of

meat.

In childhood days of Mom and Pop.
The

beer had

lots of suds

Hill

Who

are they thinking? Is she smiling
now, as she nears the top and tosses

By Peg Kunka
© There is a narrow road that lies

in the wooded section off the road
to

Phenix.

From

its

entrance

looks more like a lane than a

it

road,

since heavy bushes nearly cover the
opening, and inside, great trees bend
into an arch overhead, trailing their
branches far downward. The road
is covered with new spring grass,
pale green against the dark earth,
and shy white spring flowers are
sprinkled around.
As we walk farther down the road
beneath the overhanging trees, the

on

top,

And fudge and taffy all did eat
It’s sad the good old days must stop.
Repairs were made at Smitty’s shop.
To. feel his muscle was a treat.
In childhood days of Mom and Pop.
It’s sad the good old days must stop.
—Jor Bunt.

way is strangely lost to the whisper
of the wind in the branches of the
forest trees, and farther still, to the

roll of the wind in the long meadow
grasses. In the forest the half-warm
spring sun falls in a mottled pattern
through the branches to the ground
sweet-scented

with

earth-smell,

and

where the trees
meadow begins,
ness covers the
across the blue

become thin and the
the sun’s full brightroad. Birds fly lazily
cloudless sky from

this woodland

to one beyond

the

hill and out of sight.
The long hill begins at a rude
fence and sweeps grassily, unmarred
by trees, seemingly to the top of
the earth. We can pause and lean
on the old brown fence to rest a
moment and watch the wind whip
up to the very top of the hill. And
we see the silhouette of a man
there. With his legs spread wide
apart,

his

hands

thrust

can they be, those almost

unreal people on that hill? What

flash and roar of cars on the high-

of Mom

Pop
The horse-and-buggy

Long

into

his

pockets, and his head thrown back
he is looking eastward intently, expectantly.
Yes, we see now. There is a foot-

path winding from there to the
top of the mountain, and a girl
wearing a bright blue dress with
her golden hair glinting in the sun
is carefully wending her way through
the grasses up the hill. She does
not look up to see him waiting for
her, but only hangs her head so her

back her hair to run the rest of the
way up hill?
eit

He
top of
narrow
grassy

eee

ser <1 ee

stands in
the hill.
foot-path
road, and

ee

Pha

cae

ge

the wind on the
Toward the east a
leads down to the
there at the bottom

a blue-clad figure with blowing hair
is just beginning to climb.

She is climbing through the long
grass still wet from spring rains, —
holding her skirts carefully, and in
her hands he can see bright branches
from the riotous-blooming orchard.
She has tied violets in the sash of
her dress.
It was last spring that he met her.
He had known then they would always be happy. Summer had been
lighter, and autumn not quite so
sad. But winter can be cruel to
faith, and love always has its doubts.
But now, this spring, remembering
another spring is lonely. . .
See? Now she is climbing the last
part of the hill. She laughs in the
wind

and

runs to meet him.

“Down there,” she gasps, catching her breath after running, “the
blossoms are all around. And I’ve
never seen such wild flowers. It’s
like last year... .”
He takes her hand and together
they run down the hill through the
deep grass, full of happiness.
*

*

*

x

*

x

*

x

*

There is a long hill that sweeps
upward grassily from a rude fence.
There

are no trees to mar it, or to

stop the whipping wind. There is a
meadow

the birds wheel

over, and

a road covered with new spring
grass. Great trees stand guard against
sunlight. From the very entrance
of the road you cannot see the hill,
but you know it is there. They are
youth, those two on the long hill
in the wind. One knows but wind
until the other brings flowers.
The right way is easy to find. It

hair blows in her face, and holds
her skirts away from the dewy grass

is

as she climbs.

wooded section.

off

the

road

to

Phenix,

in

the

The Exponent
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JUST

ANOTHER

WINTER

By John Kelly

@ It was cold in the hills. Even

to bring in more fire-wood. Sighing,
he shoved open the wicket and
shuffled in. Hell of a note when a
man’s wife was always jumping
down his throat.

during the day there was a chill in
the air, and when night stole across
the heavens a blanket was a necessity. ‘The stars winked like pieces of

ice on the ebon ceiling of the world,

“Is the wood in? No, I suppose
not. And did you get the room-rent
from that new crowd of travellers

and a piercing wind howled through

the streets.

this

‘To the people of the village it was
just another winter. They stayed in
their

homes

when

darkness

fell,

weaving and baking and sewing.
Some of the younger men, and a
sprinkling of the oldsters, liked to
spend a few hours at the dingy little
inn which led a precarious existence
in the small town. There they would
sit and drink, harangueing one another until their faces grew red as
the

hearth-fire,

and

afternoon?

We

need

cheese,

and we'll have to buy them tomorrow, so I want some of the money.
Now don’t get in my way, because
I have a lot to do. If you want something to eat, take it and leave.”
Ummm— “leave.” Sometimes the
idea of leaving this thin, hawk-nosed
shrew wasn’t such a bad one after
ees

their conversa-

tion became heated as their wine-

stirred blood.

something of a certainty. And more
snow was due sometime tonight.
Now if only that small skin of Falernian held out... .
The master of the house grunted
and rubbed his stomach. Turning
on his heel he shoved his way to
the kitchen; a few slices of mutton

should satisfy the inner man. At the
door he paused, deliberating whether
or not to face his wife and merit a
probable tongue-lashing for failing
May, 1950

was to stop in later—there might be
a little something to eat.

Is there

anything? How much would it cost?
I don’t have much, but I'll pay- for
whatever I get.” The man’s quiet,
almost bashful, manner grated on
the host. Some people had no
gumption; they’d never get anywhere
that way in the world of today.
“Go on into the kitchen. My better half’—with an ironic smirk—
“will find you something. Pay her
for it.” The cash box should be
rather full by now; counting its contents might take up some time. Anything to stay away from these timid
beggars.

from the scullery carrying a small,
covered container. He sniffed at it
once or twice, then bared his teeth

steady hum, with an occasional guffaw rolling up to the sleeping quar-

the wine sales, the prospect of a
financially-successful week became

“Good evening. Remember me?
My wife and I arrived just before
supper; we put up out in back. I

Presently the older man emerged

Smoke, the odor of broiling meat,
and sundry other kitchen smells
hung in a static bank over the barroom. Conversation maintained a
ters above. The innkeeper—a bald,
short, heavily-muscled man—glanced
over the roomful of people; most of
them had been there every evening
lately. Oh, there were a few new
faces, and more were appearing all
the time. But for the most part the
present company looked the same,
sounded the same—and smelled the
same—as it had any other time.
With so many travellers coming
through, plus cold weather boosting

ing at the light; he blew on his
purplish hands and rubbed them together briskly. After glancing enviously at the roaring fire, he walked
over to the innkeeper who stood
licking grease off his fingers and
wiping them on a frowzy apron.

Illustration

by

Virginia

McMillan

“Get your fingers off that piece
of lamb! It’s for those people out in
back—you remember, the ones who
came along just at dark. The old
man was poking around here a while
ago, looking for something to eat.
I told him to stop in later. After
we gave them quarters, I never
thought we’d have to feed them,
too.” The landlord, bolting a chicken leg, nodded absently. That’s the
way it was with so many of these
peasants—they didn’t know where
hospitality stopped and _ self-suffciency started. Better check the
outer room; someone might be waxing self-sufficient with the till.
Coincidental with the proprietor’s
entry from the kitchen was that of
a

bearded,

older

man

from

the

street. Heralding his ingress was a
tush of frigid air and swirling flakes
of snow, causing heads to turn and
spines to shiver. The newcomer
paused

inside

the threshold,

blink-

through his beard as he smiled
broadly at the landlord. “God bless
you for everything you’ve given us.
I'll return the pail in the morning.”
Wistfully, he looked from. the fireplace to a cloak hanging from a

hook.

“Well, I suppose I’d better

move along, blizzard or not. Goodnight.” The traveller paused a moment, watching the proprietor’s impassive face. Then he shrugged his
shoulders resignedly, strode to thé
door, opened it, and was swallowed

up in the snow.

“Quiet fellow, wasn’t he?”
mistress of the house joined her
band, who leaned against the
absorbed in a story being told
eral tables away. He grunted
nodded. “Came out and asked

The
husbar
seyand
for

a bite of food—said something hot
would be fine. The lamb was ready
by that time. Then I started think-

ing how frail his wife looked, and

how short of money he must have
been from the shape his clothes were

in. So I told him to take it and
keep still. We'll more than make it
up, with this trade.”
Page 5

The innkeeper stiffened, peered at
his spouse. ‘Time after time she berated him for filling cups too full,
or for extending credit; and here she
gave out chunks of meat to a whining old man because his wife looked

delicate.
“Oh, don’t gawk at me that way.
We aren’t out anything at all. You
should be thankful I didn’t hand
him something else. Why, do you
know the upstart asked me if I had
a blanket I could give him?

He said

it was for his wife. And here we are
with barely enough for the beds!
The fool would probably ask for
the world with a fence around it.”
It was cold in the hills. Even
during the day there was a chill in
the air, and when night stole across
the heavens a blanket was a neces-

sity.

“Out

in back”

two

people

huddled together and tried to keep

warm. The stars winked like pieces
of ice on the ebon

ceiling of the

world, and a piercing wind howled
through the streets of Bethlehem.
*

*

*

Remember

despite it all people had a good time.
That was the year of after-thegame parties and dances. One wiener roast, party and dance after the

By Marjorie Wittman

other.

e@ The years pass swiftly. In just
a few short weeks college will be
only a fond memory to be remembered when classmates meet. We
will never forget these happy days.

Even though the future may bring
many tragedies, there will always be

a time for remembering these happy
days.

Do you remember when we were
freshmen?
lead those
wilderment
lines, the

What a hectic life we
first few weeks. The beof the long registration
stampede in the book ©

store, and

those

“cute little cards”

the sophomores hung around our
necks brought out various shades of
frosh green. And then there were
those awful days of curlless hair, and
ghostly faces scrubbed clean by our
“enemies.”

Oh,

yes, we

forget the poem.
it went?

could

Remember

not

how

Freshmen boys and girls are we
Green as grass as you Can see.
Some one should
future frosh.

revive

that

for

from

ear to ear, and

lim-

burger cheese under our nose. Who

could forget that? The torch light
parade down town made up for it.
It is a wonder the old courthouse
did not crumble under the cheering
and the singing. It was glorious fun,
wasn’t
An

Analocy

The seed is sown in yonder field
To die, decay, perchance to yield
A hundredfold.
Behold,
A mystery of life!
The body of a holy man
Is sown at death to rise again
In Christ its Life,
The
For

strife
fullest

*

*

Page 6

growth subsides.
—Paul Williams.

*

*

*

it?

Yes,

our

freshman

year

is one we will never forget. Those
silly little hats, first football games,
the thrill of meeting “real football
players,” our first junior prom. . .
these and many more will live in
our memories.
September again. We determined
to be the best sophomore class yet.
But we hang our heads when we
remember our first big event. ‘That
is one Freshman Welcome Dance
we will never forget. Remember
how

cold

it got and

no

heat.

But

WAA,

them.

Omega,

And

every

every

one

one

went.

Who can forget the closing event of
the year, the sophomore picnic. That
will always be talked about.
Junior year rolled around as quick

as a wink.

Our ranks were a good

deal thinner then. With our usual
vigor we jumped nght into the fun.
The big bonfire, football games, the
whooping big Homecoming, the
game we almost lost and those bitter cold winds. That was the year
of really good sports. Then came

the crowning event, the Junior Prom
with Elliot Lawrence.

Simply out-

of-this-world music and a wonderful
dance. No one went home unhappy.
The best Junior Prom ever, and were
we proud.
Hangar was really
Dance after dance was
success. Was not that
Fire Department made
all our decorations? A
noon’s

Then there was Hell Night. We
shivered in our boots. Remember
how we laughed at each other. Hair
tied in a dozen pig tails, lipstick
smeared

gave

work,

too.

on the ball.
a wonderful
the time the
us take down
whole after-

Then

there was

the anniversary dance and the annual picnic. You could not have a
better time with any crowd. Really

a grand group of fellows and girls.
Then it came. Our last year. All
too soon, too. The centennial really
sent us off to a flying start. How
could you ever forget the knockdown-drag-out Homecoming cam-

paign?
Then

It was one for the books.
came

our three-hour

parade

and the rain. It came down in sheets,

but the parade still came and so
did thousands of people who watched under dripping umbrellas.
Football,

basketball,

dances

all

sped by with wings. The time is
almost here to don our caps and
gowns and receive the coveted sheepskin. It will be the last time we will
all be together. Who knows when
we will meet again. It will be one
of the happiest days, yet one of the
saddest for it will be the end of four
years of our life. We will meet again
at Homecomings. We will laugh
and talk over old times but it will
never be the same again.
The Exponent

FRANCIS

THOMPSON

AND

THE

MODERNS

Honorable Mention in the Centennial Essay Contest.
By Thomas W. Hildebrand

© In these days of poetic modernism and abstraction we often lose
sight of the very objective toward
which poetry is aimed. After all, its
various benefits, stimulation, inspiration and other emotions it creates,

lead to what may be summed up as
a sort of mental enjoyment, a delight
in the utilitization of the mind’s
capacities. It is good if poets, following the example of Robert Graves,
write poetry for poets alone, since
one must be a poet—that is, the possessor of a nature inclined toward
beauty—in order to appreciate it.
But today we too frequently find a
poem written solely for one man,
its own creator.
While a broad definition of poetry
might include expression of any personal feeling, can we recognize it as
such when we further limit our definition? Does Wallace Stevens or
Hart Crane have appeal to the average reader? Definitely they are transcribing a message but, because of
the varied cryptograms they employ,
these men and a great majority of

the other so-called moderns have an
audience limited to those few who
have made an
their writings.

extensive

study

of

Regretably, a vast number of our
younger poets are currently producing with the idea of out-witting their
readers. They strive to be as baffling
as possible, passing it off as aestheticism or mysticism. The rule of measurement in modern poetry has assumed a trend whereby the greatness of the poet is judged by his
ability to confound his readers.
As

our

contemporary

generation

of authors marks time until it passes
and in passing becomes mostly for-

gotten, we are in the process

of

judging our immediate predecessors.
Poets of the half-century before our
own are being assigned their places.

of the literary Olympus we must
consider Francis Thompson. For,
with the widening of his small group
of

intense

admirers,

his

influence

will grow proportionately.
It is
Thompson, the youngest of the
three major Catholic poets of his

his mysticism is achieved without
the aid of personal metaphors, as it

time, who seems destined to survive

were.

in the turmoil which is the world
of modern poetry. Alice Meynell,
though popular within the intel-

tion is evident when we understand

Thompson’s

proximity to perfec-

his ability in the light of his production. After becoming familiar with
his work we are able to appreciate
his skill in producing an extremely
wide range of emotions upon the
reader.
In “Lillium Regis” he describes
the plight of the Catholic Church
in England. Touching upon the
apparent despair of the situation he

says:

O Lily of the King! I speak a
heavy thing,
O patience, most sorrowful of
daughters!
Illustration

by

Cindy

Price

lectual Catholic circle of her day,
has already experienced her exiguous
acme. In the same category is Coyentry Patmore, Thompson’s friend,
who seems incapable of the heights
even currently enjoyed by the Preston poet.

While still somewhat unknown to
the general reading world, Thompson possesses the qualifications of a
modern poet, yet maintains the tech- ©
nique of his classical predecessors.
He is predominantly a mystic, but
his mysticism, based strongly upon
Christian doctrine, is what may be

called one of a more concrete nature
than that of the Moderns. We may
say this since his figures of abstraction are such that they effortlessly
glide into the general picture, leaving his reader with a firm idea. His

Among those nineteenth century

stanzas, unlike those of the modern

poets who are inevitable occupants

poets, are free from cryptic phrasing

May, 1950

as he achieves his goal in simple
language. While he does revert to
archaic forms and occasionally injects a self-coined word, there remains clarity throughout. Indeed,

and follows with a prophetic statement capable of arousing feelings,
not only of militancy but, of deep

appreciation of his effectual mode of
expression as well:
Lo, the hour is at hand for the

troubling of the land
And red shall be the breaking of
the waters.
The ability of arousing extreme feeling seems to be omnipresent in
‘Thompson.
Perhaps his most consuming love
was for children. Much of his poetic
work is devoted to their innocence
and some of his most noble emotions have come in the contemplation of youthful unworldliness. In
“Daisy” he strikes two expressive
chords.
Commenting
upon the
memory of those who are lost to
us, as inspired by his immediate
closeness to the innocent child aside
him, Thompson says:
Page 7

“The fairest things have fleetest
end,
Their scent survives their close
But the rose’s scent is bitterness
To him that loved the rose.

And several stanzas later he concludes with an acknowledgement of
another predominant element in his

life, pain: ©
Nothing begins and nothing ends,
That is not paid with moan;

For we are born in other’s pain,
And perish in our own.
His work “Laus Amara Doloris” is
devoted to the contemplation of
pain. He is quick to admit its necessity and is conclusive in the proof
he offers as to its extreme and lasting beauty. Hence, we witness the
significance of his aversion to the
musings which so often assume an
anagogical nature.

The

Connoisseurs
By Rogers

C. Harlin

@ The grave striped-pantsed assembly twitched their sleek mustaches in keen anticipation, and
pointed beards rustled gently on
white collars as individuals turned
to one another in polite conversation.
The table round which they were
seated, the marble fire-place, the tapestries and even the deep rug were
richly decorated in the fleshly cupids
and scrolled gilt of the age of Louis
XIV. For these were men of distinction, lofty-mannered, self-assured and superior: A gathering of the
dozen foremost connoisseurs of all
Europe, they were men who took
themselves seriously.

Thompson is, always, the Godseeker. In virtually all of his poetry
the pursuance of God is the ultimate
theme.

His

most

renown

poem,

“The Hound of Heaven” is directly
asking “Why do you run from Me?”
And while he may be less direct in
some of his other work, his vehicle

There is a certain amount of sym-

in Thompson’s

work,

but

here again the poet differs from the
moderns in that he is completely
consistent throughout his writings.
One of his most frequent allusions
is that towards the north which constantly serves to indicate a zenith.
It is to him, also, the symbol of
virility. This latter application resulted from his contact with Pat-

more

who

has attributed

specific

implication to each point of the
compass. In Patmore’s plan, followed and adapted to the occasion
by Thompson, north is the symbol
of simple and divine virility; south
represents divine womanhood; west
pure natural womanhood and the
east their synthesis in the Holy
Spirit.
(Continued

Page 8

on page
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tendant.

“Louis, the Chateau

de la

Reaux!”
A thick, dark-green bottle with a

lead seal and a faded label was set
before the Connoisseurs. ‘There was
a polite murmur of appreciation,
fading into an expectant hush as M.
de Scully, waiving his servant aside,
broke the lead seal and sent the cork
“crew spiralling into the soft stopper.
M. de Scully pursed his thick lips
and pulled the screw towards him
confidently, awaiting the sprightly
pop that would announce his conquest. And the bearded gentlemen
leaned farther over the table watching breathlessly. It was a moment
never to be forgotten. It was an epic
in the world of wine.
Or should have been. But instead
the sharp clear pop expected,

there came to the ears of the gentlemen a dismal, hollow, plebian plunk.

innocence of children or some less

bolism

vate sale in Paris in 1859. This
bottle is presumed to be the only
one is existence, a fact I know you
cannot fail to appreciate, and a most
fitting cause for the convention of
so learned a group as I have the
honor to entertain in my house.”
The speaker stopped a moment,
waiting for a few who were taking
notes, and then gestured to an at-

of

whether it be thought of pain, his
spiritual love of Alice Meynell, the
frequently utilized subject, is constantly being directed toward this
end.

remaining one of the five at a pr-

Illustration

Armand

by

Tom

Eshelman

De Scully, owner

of the

vineyards, patron of arts and their
host sat at the head of the glassy
table. His shrewd little eyes, sparkling black dots in a mountainous bewhiskered face, surveyed his talented
guests contentedly as he spoke softly
and smoothly, reviewing the history
of the choice vintage that they were
convened to taste.
“As you recall, gentlemen, it is a
Chateau de la Reaux, 1453. In 1471

five hundred

bottles of this wine

were sent as a gift to Abrazzano,
Prince of ‘Tuscany. But the galleon
Sta. Teresa in which they were sent

foundered

off Cape

Moro,

Sicily.

About two hundred bottles washed
ashore and were taken by a Sicilian
nobleman,

one Lorenzo

Vecci, and

kept in his family. In 1803 there
were known to be but five bottles of
this vintage, and

I bought this last

M. de Scully’s face was white and
his hands shook with shock and
anger. “I, why Monseuirs, the bottle
is empty,” he gasped. “I don’t know
what—I have been cheated!! And
with a loud oath and a single sweep
of his arm, amid their startled protests, he furiously shattered the
ancient bottle upon the hearth-stone
and slumped down in his chair, a
picture of shame and dejection.
His puzzled guests courteously refrained from looking at their host,
but gazed in silent meditation upon
the white stone hearth, flecked with

splinters of thick green glass, and at
the piece of brown paper that lay
in the very center of the wreckage.
Herr Becker of Holland picked it
up gently and seeing that is was in
French, passed it to his table partner M. le Brun. Curiosity again ran
around and even M. de Scully forced
(Continued

on

page

21)
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FIFTY GLORIOUS

YEARS

THEY

HAVE

SERVED

“May the most Sacred Heart of Jesus be loved everywhere in all parts of the entire world.”
Motto

of the

Missionary

Sisters

of the

Most

Sacred

Heart.

By Mary Jo Huth
@“The harvest is great, but the
laborers are few” were the words of
Our Divine Saviour which inspired
the Very Rev. Hubert Linckens,
MS.C., to found and develop a new
order of Sisters in the year 1894.
Missionary work in the South Sea
Isles had increased so extensively
from 1881 until 1894 when Father
Linckens became Procurator for the
Vicariate

of

New

Pomerania,

that

he proposed and encouraged the formation of an order of religious
women dominated by the same missionary zeal as that already possessed
by the Missionary Fathers of the
Sacred Heart. Formal approbation
of the proposed order came from
the Sacred Congregation for the
Propagation of the Faith in Rome
on April 19, 1899, and the Mission-

ary Sisters of the Sacred Heart were
canonically recognized on February
6, 1900, just fifty years ago. Sister
Servatia,

M.S.C.,

who

before

her

entrance into the religious life was
Maria Wilhelmina Rath, was appointed by Father Linckens as the
first Directress of the Order.

for

Christ

upon

the

missionary

began their work as teachers at the
parish school of St. Michael’s
Church in the coal region of Lansford, Pennsylvania. They had come

fields of New Pomerania.
The Success of the Missionary
Sisters of the Sacred Heart in the
far off South Sea Islands spread

rapidly

to

other

foreign

to America,

a land

consecrated

to

the Immaculate Mother of God, at
the request of the militant missionary and beloved priest, Monsignor

mission

lands and penetrated the very center
of Western European civilization at
that time, namely Germany. The
Motherhouse and novitiate had already been established at Hiltrup

Heinen, after he had endeavored in

vain to find Sisters in America willing to undertake the task of teaching the poor Slovak children in his
parish.

near Muenster, Germany, and on
November 5, 1907, a Retreat House
was built at Oeventrop, which has-

From

tened the development of the new
religious order. The dioceses of

1908 to 1910, the Mission-

ary Sisters of the Sacred Heart assumed control of several more parish

Muenster, Paderborn, Berlin, Trier,
Aachen, Wurzburg, Cologne, Osna-

schools in Slatington, Berlinsville,
Palmerton, South Bethlehem, North
Philadelphia, Allentown, McAdoo,

bruck, Breslau, Salzburg, Limburg
and Augsburg were supplied with
the requested number of teachers
and nurses for the various institutions.

Northhampton and Nazareth, Pennsylvania. As the number of missions
and Sisters increased, a larger Provincial House became necessary. As
the result of constant prayer and
the kindness of the Right Rev. Mon-

On September 5, 1908, five missionary Sisters of the Sacred Heart

From the days of the early Christians, the first manifestations of mis-

sionary success have often become
apparent in the martyrdom
of
Christ’s

servants,

for

as

Tertullian

once said: “In the blood of martyrs
the seed of Christianity was sown
for a fruitful harvest of souls.” This
fact was evidenced when on August
13,

1904,

five Sisters,

two

mission-

ary Fathers and two missionary
Brothers fell victims before the revengeful attack of the fierce natives
called the Bainingers who, preferring
the barbarous methods of paganism,
resented the cultural and charitable
services of Catholicity. The martyrdom of their comrades did not cause
fear amongst the surviving Sisters
who rather gained greater courage
and determination to live and die

GERMANY
Illustration
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by

Sue

Pohlmeyer
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signor George Bornemann,

V F., of

Reading, the present Dennis Cardinal Dougherty, Archbishop of
Philadelphia, offered the Sisters a
valuable two-hundred-acre estate on
the summit of Hyde Park which
they bought and subsequently converted into a Provincial Motherhouse.
Sister

Servatia,

missionary fields of New Pomerania,

who

as

buildings

several hospitals in Peru.

and

gardens,

compares

Heart
Home
AllenRight

Rev. Monsignor Peter Masson, V.F.,

and placed in the hands of the Missionary Sisters of the Most Sacred
Heart. Other institutions acquired
by the Sisters in recent years include
the Good Samaritan Hospital, Potts-

ville, Pa.; St. Joseph’s Health Resort,
Wedron,

Su-

Mother

America

In addition to the Sacred
Hospital, the Sacred Heart
for the Aged, also located in
town, was founded by the

Francisca,

became Superior General of the entire order. So successful were her
fourteen years of rule that over six
the
Sisters constituted
hundred
departFrancisca
Sister
Order when
ed from her office. The next worldwide Superior General of the Order,
elected in 1920, was the well-known
Electa,

estate to provide for expansion, this
modern hospital with its beautiful

Illinois; St. George Home

perior of the American community,
together with subsequent superiors,
Sisters Liboria and Stephania, considerably expanded the activities of
the Missionary Sisters of the Sacred
Heart. Not only were missionary
Sisters sent across the seas to new
missions as well as to the schools
and hospitals of America, but the
climax of missionary achievement
was reached in the construction of a
House of Studies adjoining the Provincial House at Hyde Park. The
dedication took place on Sunday,
June 14, 1931, with the Most Rev.
Bishop Gerald O’Hara, D.D., officiating. As reports of the exceptional progress of the Missionary
Sisters of the Sacred Heart in

for the Aged, Wellsburg, West Virginia; and the Dayton University
Dispensary, Dayton, Ohio. The newest hospital which, through the encouragement and assistance of the
most Rev. Archbishop Mannix of

America

were imprisoned by the Nazi govern-

reached

the hearts

touched

at Hiltrup,
was

the

selected

to be

the

of

the South Pacific.

house.

Mother

Pennsyladmuinis-

tration and service buildings, its
training school and home for nurses,
was dedicated in a most colorful
way with all the liturgical rites of
the Catholic Church, His Eminence

Dennis Cardinal Dougherty of Philadelphia

officiating.

Begun

as

a

simple experiment by the MissionPage 10

The

Superior

General,

Electa, and her secretary,

ment on March

desire

for the Arch-

elaborate

tion

where

colonies

Following
M.

Electa

18, 1935, and were

held captive for one year. At the request of Mother Electa, His Excellency, Bishop Clemens August of
Muenster permitted daily exposition
of the Most Blessed Sacrament at
the Motherhouse during these trying months. At one time when a
heavy bombing attack was made
upon the area around Hiltrup, the
Motherhouse of the Missionary Sisters of the Sacred Heart was miraculously shrouded in a cloud of white
smoke. Everything in the region was
completely devastated with the exception of the Motherhouse. ‘To
this day, perpetual adoration of the

they conduct
for children

the
on

death

vaca-

and

also

of Mother

January

20,

1941,

Mother M. Georgia and Mother
Felicitas in turn became Superior
Generals of the Order. Mother M.
Agnella is presently Superior General of the Missionary Sisters of the
Sacred Heart.
During World War II, the mission work of the Sisters in the
Pacific Islands was likewise intertupted by the Japanese who cut
them off from the outside world
and left them alone with the native
patients, bereft of medical supplies.
The Sisters in the New Guinea
area were kept in the Japanese concentration camp at Ramale. With
the turn of events, American

forces

recaptured the islands in the Pacific
and the Sisters were flown to Australia by the United States Air
Force.

The teaching office of the Catholic Church is a great task which began when Christ, preceding His
Ascension

The years of the Hitler regime in
Europe brought great suffering to
the Sisters at the Hiltrup Mother-

of the novices

Allentown,
its

been

colony on the Island of Anelaua in

On July 27, 1930, Sacred Heart
with

has

Missionary Sisters of the Sacred
Heart took charge of the leper

riety of industrial centers and its unsurpassed natural endowments.

vania,

of Victoria,

Melbourne, Australia, in the state
of Victoria. In March, 1934, the

diocese of Philadelphia with its va-

Hospital

Diocese

assumed by the Sisters, is located in

ears and

their vehement

In 1938, mission activities of the
Sisters were
extended
to South

in all parts of the United States.

who had served three years in the

Sister

Blessed Sacrament is observed by
the Sisters at Hiltrup in thanksgiving for God’s answer to their prayers.

favorably with the finest hospitals

In 1906, two years after the death
of Sister

ary Sisters of the Sacred Heart at
the former Pine Street rectory of
the clergy of Sacred Heart Church
in Allentown, and_ subsequently
moved to the spacious Judge Harvey

into Heaven,

said to the

Apostles: “Going, therefore, teach
ye all nations, baptizing them in the
name of the Father and of the

Son and of the Holy Ghost, teaching them to observe alt things
whatsoever I have commanded you;
and behold, I am with you all days
even to the consummation of the
world.” Since that command was
made by Jesus Christ, it must be
obeyed until the end of time.
Wherever the Missionary Sisters of
the Sacred Heart have labored,
whether among the natives of the
South Sea Isles, the lepers of New
Guineau, or amongst the people in
China,

Africa,

Germany

and

the

United States of America, they have
been characterized by their extreme
zeal for souls, charity and childlike simplicity. The congregation of
Missionary Sisters of the Most
(Continued

on

page

21)
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CAMERA,
By Bernard
© Hurried steps on the front porch
and a frantic pounding on the door
jolted Jose out of his light slumber
over

one

of Franz

Werfel’s

books,

Embezzled Heaven. He swore under
his breath as he stumbled over an
old fruit box he used as foot stool.
Night fell over Villacanas which
lay somber in the late winter chill.
‘The Spanish Civil War had _ burst
into wild fire. The so-called Loyalists
were spreading their red fury in all
Spain. But farmer Jose Navarro had
little to fear in his isolation outside
the city.
“For the love of God let me in.”
The pounding was violent now.
Jose slipped the bolt and the door
flew back in his face from the push
of the unexpected visitor. “Quick,
close the door. I think I was followed coming here,” the intruder

gasped as he slipped in and closed
the door.
“Who

are you?” demanded Jose.

“What

do you think with those

insane Loyalists

howling about

Spain?”
“But that doesn’t answer my question. Who are you?”
More collected, the newcomer returned, “I’m Mario Carbanino. You
must have heard of me. I’m one of
the Nationalist leaders in Villa-

ACTION!

“As long as it lasts me -till I
know where Franco is, thanks.” |
“Say, are you sure you were followed?”

Rochon
They turned and went out a door
directly opposite the front entrance.
There was a staircase to the right of
the room climbing back to the
second floor. Three windows and

They moved near two convenient
chairs, “Let’s take the load off our

features of the walls. The windows,

feet. The chairs aren’t much. I had
to sell lots of my belongings to‘get

one a big bay on the front and the
other small ones on each of the
two side walls, were draped with
homemade rustic curtains. The floor
was rugless; the furniture was the
poor furniture of not well-to-do
farmers. A small table littered with
old books and papers and an ash
tray occupied the far left corner
and a phonograph filled in another
corner to the front left. One chandelier hung from the middle of the

room like a sleeping opossum. All
in all the room sat in a quiet lugu-

brious atmosphere.
A few minutes later Jose and
Mario returned. “So all you have to
remember, Mario, is that you pull
out

the

third barrel

from

the left,

push in the trapdoor and that’s your
hideout. I used to dry my vegetables
in that cellar room, but I’m going

to use it for a coal bin now that
I’ve walled up the door, letting only
the trapdoor at the bottom. I have
to put in a manhole through the
ceiling yet. Anyway, I don’t think it
will be suspected as a hideout.”

told me to hide out here till I could

I was

followed.”

“Oh yah, I know you now. Me
and Juan used to talk about you
and the others. But if only there
were peace! All this stuff gives me
a. pain.”
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“Thanks.

Well,

what

do

you

think of the mess we’re in?”

“It looks like only heaven can
save us now. Those blasted Communists! And they call themselves
LOYALISTS! Ha! That’s a laugh.
It’s a good idea to help the proletariat out, but we can’t all be proletariats. After all, we need big guys
culture and civilization as well.”

“You're right there, Jose. Besides,
the Commies haven’t even learned
to take care of their own workers in
Russia. It’s too bad, though, that
some of our own countrymen have
betrayed us.”
Sudden noise on the front steps
and a bang on the door roused the
two to immediate action.

“They followed me after all.”
“Hurry, the hideout, Mario!” In
two strides Mario was out of the
room and headed for the cellar
stairs.

became more demanding. The door
shook from hinges to knob with the
kicks given it. “Coming, coming,”
Jose feigned the sleepiness and nonchalance of one casually woken from
a deep sleep, getting calm and confident.
For the second

pulls together. Now show me that
hideout.”

May, 1950

things this

time

that night

he had the door pushed in his face
after removing the bolt. Four armed

“There will be peace when Franco

“Come with me.”

stuff to grow

The pounding on the front door

time. Show

just in case

enough

year. At least we don’t have to sit
on the floor. Have a smoke.”

to keep not only business going but

get a chance to join Franco’s outfit.
a hideout

a lamb’s tail.”

a crucifixion scene broke the morbid

A friend of yours, Juan Cervantes,

me

If there’s banging on the door, I’ll
be in my hideout in two shakes of

pictures of Murillo’s Madonna and

canas. The Loyalists broke us up.

But I don’t have much

“No, but I’ve got a feeling, that’s
all. Just keep those curtains closed.

Lif 7

Illustration by Dan Zamorski

men took over the room. One was
an officer and the other three merely
soldiers without rank.
Page 11

“Where’s the man who came in
this house a little while ago?”
“What

DRUMS

are you talking about?”
By Ronald Bircham

I’m an old man all alone.”

“You dirty liar!”
struck Jose across the
gloved hand. “Speak
he? We followed him

The officer
face with his
up. Where is
here!”

“Something new to me.”
The officer’s eye caught the ash

tray on the table. “Do you smoke
two cigarettes at a time.” Smoke
curled up from two_half-smoked
cigarettes.
“What's the matter with that?—
You have no right in here. I’m a

@ There are scholars who say that

men

talked in poetry before they

learned

to

speak

in

prose,

but

whether this is true or not, it is certain, that with the primitive man,

rhythm
then,

is instinct.

that

the

We

drum

may

is the

say,

oldest

of musical instruments. Some historians accredit the invention of
drums to Bacchus, the Greek god of
wine, who according to Polygoemus,
a Greek historian, gave his signal of

peaceful farmer.”

battle by a cymbal and the drum.

“Let’s burn the rat out of his
hole,” offered one of the soldiers.

Egyptian god Thoth with the intro-

Other oriental historians credit the

“No, that would not help us. The
man that came here was quite sure
of himself, for he made a bee-line

right to this place. We'll keep it
and let the flies get caught in their
own nest. There might be others
coming this way.” The officer
turned back to Jose, “What’s your
name?”

- “Sit down.” His words were unnecessary for a shove sent Jose reeling back into a chair set against the
left wall. “If you can’t remember
where he is now, we'll have to help

your memory out a little.”
Jose was pulling himself up at
these words. He felt limp and white.
let’s start over. Where’s

the man who came in here?”

Jose struggled to regain some of
his mastery over himself. “I don’t
know what you're talking about.”
At a signal from the officer one
of the soldiers seized Jose and
dumped him on the floor. The Red
knelt on both Jose’s arms, while a

second lifted Jose’s feet onto the
chair, holding his legs secure. In a
second Jose’s feet were stripped of
shoes and stockings. “You still don’t

remember, eh?”
“Let

me

go, you

(Continued
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According to the legend, the instrument was introduced into Ethiopian
harmony in the first year of the
creation of the world. It is very
probable,

also,

on

thieving
page

22)

dogs.”

that this

drum

was

passed on from the Ethiopians to
Egyptians and down through the
ages as were other musical customs
and songs of long ago. The drum
was, however,

“Jose Navarro.”

“Now,

duction of a small tublike drum,
slung over the shoulder packstyle.

known

in very

early

ages and in some form or other
among almost all nations. As centuries rolled by the crude, cylindershaped tom-tom developed into the
various types of drums which we
now have today.
For some time there was a school
of thought which believed drums

would gradually be replaced by the
bass viol, which they believed could
supply any music with the necessary
percussion. This instrument
succeeds only when the orchestra is
composed of a few members and
when the rhythmic quality is in the
category of the negro spiritual.
When placed in the position of
drums, however, the viol was found

to be only complementary
section of instruments.

to the

It would be too extensive a project
to provide a detailed explanation of

all the types of drums, especially all
the latest attachments,

so it will suf-

fice to explain in some
fundamental and most

detail, the
commonly

used drums

of our day:

the bass,

the snare and the kettledrum.
The bass or long turkish drum as

it was formally known is the heaviest of the three and has a deep full
tone. It is usually tuned to the key
of E flat. It marks the climaxes in
orchestral music and emphasizes the
thythm in large bands and orchestras. Although its beats are not easily perceived except as in bands, it is
the

metronome

of orchestras,

and

bows only to the baton.

The side drum or snare, probably
a continuation of the tom-tom formerly used by natives, is much smaller than the bass and differs greatly

from it in the sound that it produces. It has for purpose to fill with
a sharper note, the shorter intervals
of sixteenths

between

notes of the bass.

the

quarter

An appropriate

composition to distinguish the snare
from the bass as well as to appreciate
its effects would be in Strauss’s “Ein
Hildenteben”. And further exposing
the roll of the snare, the continuous

muffled roll played during the whole
of the military band arrangement of
the Dead

March

in

“Saul’,

is im-

pressive and unforgettable. The same
effects are produced during the wellknown piece “God Save the King”
or the “America”,

where

section rolls continually
ginning to end.

the snare

from

be-

Kettiedrums which are of Arabian
origin were introduced into Europe
towards the close of the thirteenth
century. Formerly known as nakers,
they are now referred to as tympani.
They are essential in a great variety
of classical compositions. Their quality of sound depends largely on how
they are tuned. If two or more of
them are used, one is tuned to the
keynote and the other to the fifth

of the key of the piece in which they
are to be used

in “The
them

is written.

Knight’s Tale”

Chaucer

refers to

as follows:
(Continued

on

page

14)
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Brevilies
.. .
“VAS YOU EFFER IN
ZINZINNATI?”

Mama scolds the children or screams

after a culprit who has stolen fruit
from her stand. The Mamas could

@ ‘The comic in the Prince of Pilsen used to lay them in the aisles
with that punch line. But I believe
the old boy had something. It’s
true; you haven’t been anywhere ’til
you've been to Cincinnati. Now
don’t get me wrong. When I say,
“Have you ever been to Cincinnati,”
I don’t mean the Music Hall, the
Art Museum, or the Rookwood Pot-

tery. I don’t even mean the Zoo
Opera. I love all these places—but
come another day for culture, please.
When I say, “Have you ever been
to Cincinnati,” I mean have you
ever been Over the Rhine, out to
Boone Street, or up to Sixth and

double

the

for Crivelli

roly-poly

Madonnas,

bambinos,

fat

and

on

Mama’s spaghetti and Papa’s chianti,
are straight out of the frescoes of
the Sistine Chapel. But to see the
Italians in all their glory be sure to
go to “Little Italy” on the Feast of
the Assumption of Our Lady. The

streets are roped

off for dancing;

street pianos and hand organs tinkle
out the “Santa Lucia,” grandmothers
get out their fine old black brocade
dresses and the lovely painted fans
brought over from the old country.
Here and there can be seen the
flash of gold earrings in the ears
of the men,

and

no

other

men

in

the world can twirl a mustachio like

Mound, because if you really want

a Sicilian. The climax of the eve-

to discover Cincinnati and love it
as I do, you'll have to visit the different racial settlements and mingle
with their people. That’s the only
way you will ever discover what

ning is the magnificent display of
fireworks, put on with a joyousness
and abandon that is infectious.

really makes Cincinnati tick.
The Over the Rhine district fascinates me. I love to see the hausfraus in dust caps and matching,
voluminous
aprons converge on
Klostermeyer’s
Bakery
for their

morning kaffee-klatch. Here I find
a baker shop with neat and shining tables, serving up steaming cups
of coffee with apple-strudle to go
with it.-It’s a section in the city
where hasenpfeffer, bockwurst, and
pumpernickle appear on restaurant
menus. The oldsters still use the
greeting “Wie gehts” and are cour-

teously asked in the shops, “Was
wollen sie haben?” The traditional
German cleanliness is in full flower
here, and never were curtains
starched more meticulously nor
steps scrubbed more industriously
than in this little remnant of transplanted Germany.
The

Italian

settlement

around

Boone Street is colorful in a more
boisterous way. The sweet sibilance
of Italian can be mighty shrill when
May, 1950

The Jewish settlement is fast losing its character behind a front of
chrome and neon lights. But around
the corner near the Synagogue, one
is very apt to come upon one from
the old country who still clings to
his round fuzzy wool hat and long
black coat. I have often seen his
feminine counterpart—a pious Jewish woman with her hair neatly hidden under the ritual sheidle. It’s a
thrill to come upon a Jewish Succoth, a little temporary house in the
back yard, made of saplings and
roofed with evergreens. Here the

Orthodox
first

Jew, surrounded by the

fruits

of

the

season,

eats

his

meals for a week and thanks God
for a bountiful harvest.
I love the high, rich laughter that
wakes the Negro section to life as
the sun goes down. A thousand
radios and juke boxes blare forth
the hit of the week, but warm, mel-

low

voices

clamor.

are

heard

It’s a joyous

above
sight

the

to see

Ella Lou, with her rhinestone spike
heels flashing, and Henry Jackson,
with his cat-chain swinging, set off

down the midway for a night at the
Cotton Club.
The

Irish

have

been

diffused

throughout the city. There is but a
remnant of the old settlement left
clustering around picturesque
Mount Adams which is topped with
the Monastery of the Holy Cross.
The old Flaherty home was the
center of Irish social life in the past,
and here it was that the come-overs
were intrdouced and shown off.
Every Sunday was open house, and
the Flaherty girls cooked and baked
all day to feed the huge crowds that
came. Today a death on Mount
Adams is a clarion call to all the
scattered Irish. They gather by the
droves, one suspects more to see old
friends

than

to

mourn

the

dead,

for the wakes often assume more a
social than a mournful aspect. Here
and there can be heard an Irish

grandmother
the

dear,

greeting friends with

charming

words,

“Caid

milde failde.”

Cincinnati is a good example of an
inland American city which has assimilated various national groups
and welded them into a harmonious
whole. It is the people of Cincinnati who have given the city its
unique charm and flavor.
—FRepDERIcK O’NAN.
@

e
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RICHARD WAGNER’S
“LAST
JUDGMENT”
@ The “Last Judgment” — that’s
what I like to call Wagner’s Lohengrin, Prelude to Act III. Maybe I’m
sticking my neck out in writing
this, because as a musician, I’d make

a better tooth-pick maker. But maybe I'll give someone a little entertainment, and if I do, I'll be happy.

You have often heard the query,
“What are ya doin’ t’nite?” An answer follows.

Then, sometimes,

that answer,

de-

pending

on

there is

another
movie?”

question, “How about a
(Patience, there’s method
Page 13

in my madness.)

Now I’m asking

you to come to my movie. When?
—at your convenience. Where?—
my mind. Can you spare the time?
Good. Here, you can sit with me,
so in case you have any questions,
I'll be there to answer. I name the
picture, “Wagner’s Last Judgment.”
Now then, simply close your eyes
and open your imagination to my
movie. If you have heard this masterpiece of Richard Wagner, you
- will be able to fit my movie, my

interpretation, easily. If not, listen
to it now with me.
The initial movement is fast, powerful, typical of Wagner. It puts you
in the mood. Things are going as
they regularly do, both in Heaven
and on earth. God is being adored
in Heaven, and all the Joneses,

to hear their sentence. It all happens in a flash. The unfaithful and

rebellious hear their fate:
from

me,

accursed

What’s

pending

playing,

living

Then, He and all the members of

His council smile with exultant
happiness as the Holy Ones of God
pass through the Heavenly Gates.
As the final bars of music come
to a climax, the latches of Heaven’s

doors meet to begin the life of eternal happiness with the all-loving
Creator.

this?—a

soft,

movement.

sweet,

sus-

screen. and you'll see why.

See, it

looks like an immense council room.
the Father,

Son, and

Holy

Spirit at the head of the assembly.
Of course, Mary is right next to
Jesus. And look, here comes a big
line of people—Peter, Paul, all the
Apostles, and there’s Albert the
Great, Augustine, Bernard . . . Oh,
I can’t name them all, they’re moving too fast. Besides, I’m rather
limiting them to my favorites. But
look, see over there on the right, in
back. I’m not sure, but that, that

might be Father Chaminade.
All are in the room now.
the low drone of voices

Listen
as the

plans are made to carry out that
last day, that “dies irae.” The tones
are

still soft

so

as

not

to

disturb

the meeting.
Suddenly the music retrieves its
vigor. It comes the same as the
beginning, but this time it hits you
with more shock. The consultation
is over — God has decreed! The
French horns blare their melody to
proclaim the Divine Will. In immediate sequence, innumerable angels
are dispatched to carry out the orders of their Chief.
All humanity is brought before
the

tribunal

Page 14

—ALBERT KUNTEMEIR.

and displays remind the businessman
of the leadership the city has held
for centuries in matters of fashion
and taste. The pleasure-seekers find
entertainment from hidden bistros
on the left bank to the Follies
Bergere; the gourmet, culinary thrills

in the world’s most famous restaurants and—if he knows the way—in

many

inconspicuous

of

the

Eternal

Judge

MY

off the

Parisians—many of them by adoption—are a people who reflect well
the character of the city. They are

sophisticated

without being blase,

thrifty but not stingy, flashy but not
loud, friendly but not submissive.
They live democracy and welcome
anyone who, attracted by the magic
spell of their city, comes to share it
with them.
SONNENSCHEIN.

FAVORITE CITY

e Ask any one of the couple of
million Americans who, during the
recent

inns

beaten path.

—GEORGE

at the

to

the

their

Look

There’s

into

everlasting fire which was prepared
for the devil and his angels.” The
faithful and loving receive theirs:
“Come, blessed of my Father, take
possession of the kingdom prepared
for you from the foundation of the
world.”

Smiths, and Browns are eating, sleep-

ing, working,
normal lives.

“Depart

ones,

ments to world-moving events and
to the men figuring in them. Shops

war,

served

a

stretch

in

Europe where he would like to go if
he could retrace his travels in uniform, and nine out of ten times the

answer will come promptly: “Paree.”

Even the sordid desolation of war
and occupation could not destroy
the charm which Paris exerts on its
visitor. Other world cities may each
have one single attribute which
leaves its impression: London, its
urbanity; Rome, the venerable remnants of the past; Vienna,

its non-

chalance; New York, its ultra-tempo.
One could say that Paris owes its
atmosphere to a harmonious coexistence of all of these and yet miss
the essential flavor of the city. A
friend of mine perhaps expressed it
best by saying, “It bubbles like
champagne.”
Paris’ wealth of diverse attractions
constributes unquestionably to its
universal appeal. For the highbrow
there are museums holding some of
the world’s most prized art treasures,

DRUMS
(Continued

Yemen

from

page

12)

on foote, and knaves

many oon,
With schorte slaves, as thikke as

they may goon;
Pypes, trompes, nakers and
clarrounes,

That in the batail blwe bloody
sounes.

Certain people who know very
little of drums are often heard complaining: “All drums are good for,
is to make a lot of useless noise.”
Forsyth, a noted English composer
of band orchestrations, says to these
people that “The function of drums
is not to play scales, portamentos
and melodies and their character is
vividly opposed to chromaticism.”
Hence one can therefore see that
drums defeat their purpose if they
are played alone, unaccompanied.
Nevertheless, drum solos can still be

pleasant to certain people of a universal taste in matters musical.
An interesting thing to note about

of

drums is that they are very senti-

architectural gems from early Gothic
to radical modernism. For the historically-minded there are relics of
great eras, palaces, medieval quarters

mental and temperamental. It often
is said that to be a good drummer,
one must possess the same characteristics. Drums desire careful atten-

the

still

opera,

intact

and

and

an

assortment

inhabited,

monu-

(Continued

on

page

23)
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Violets

VM LLL

In a grassy bed near a shallow brook
Lie

sweet

violets,

Nestled in a crook of a stately pine,
And they are mine.
The

There

Is So Much

Going

Back

There is so much going back.
There is so much you cannot explain.
You forget and forget
And suddenly remember.

strong young stems stand proud,
And over their heads a cloud
Of fine lavender.
Their feet in noble green are shod,
And they are God’s.
Oh little violet! Were mere words blessed
To tell your gentleness to others?
I think not.
For mother

Read

A memory comes in rainy streets with the same lights
And you are afraid to see it.
You laugh and laugh
But it is denied forgetting.
There

is too much

3

6

Kunka.

Night

ge

—Robert
e

Toomey.

@

To N.
He just gave me some violets.
He ducked his head to see them in my hands,
And his dark hair fell across his forehead.
I looked up to see his gold-flecked eyes
And he laughed and shut them.
me.

My darling violets, warm with spring sun,
You are all crushed, but I kiss you again and again
In

memory

I would

of my

spring

lover

not kiss back.
—Peg

May,

195

thoughtful cadences.
is not

words,

esteemed

in slow

by

And

lo!

those

Rapt by the sight of a whirlwind,
A beggar, a tree, rekindled
Emotions within him to bring
A purer flame. Then would he sing,

@

my sorrow and draw up my vapor with leaves,
But are mute and imprisoned in sleep.”

kissed

in common

Who laud the stilted words
Of neo-classic figures; praise Ovid’s
Fantasy condemning Morn
To a fall through clouds torn
By her horses’ hooves; who flee
From true emotion. But He

E. Koehler.

And the moon would have fled from me. Mountains of clouds
(They were restless for action) would give
The perfidious creature no refuge to take.
Following after the fugitive
Of the night, I would speak to the moon: “You have failed
With your promises, you have wrecked,
You have stolen my chances for loving tonight.
I along way have trekked
From my home, and I walk with the night when abandoned.
And the wind and the flowers would weep

Then

But

Jade tastes who dote on “sickly prose”,

Desertion

3

2

And
He

—John

On

e

Not inartful phrases
Would he sing about the daises,

@

Night falls
Dian hangs out her silvery light
Darkness spreads her shimmering veil across the land
All is silent.
I close my eyes
But the lovely scene remains.

e

Duderstadt.

With Apology, to Wordsworth
—Peg

The

is a book
—Helen

going back.

a

nature

only by her lovers.

Kunka.

His

soul composed,

“T love my

free,

wife, but O yew

tree”!

—Charles Brady.
2

&

@

The Poet’s Wellspring
I magnetize, with
Bereft,

as such

throbbing poetry, the heart

should

duly be,

Of lotus-eater lethargy.
And far away in woodland

meadow

green, I see

The freshness of the blossoms
And hear the warble of the lark.

No longer am I moth-balled ’neath
The slumbrous robe of snow.
And now I manifest myself,
In sun-tinged petals that blow.
I am Springtime,
I am the font of
I cause a tone of
In swelling hearts

joyful, bright and chary;
Hippocrene.
rhapsody
serene.

—Raymond

D.

Middendorf.

cited by shirleya me neil
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Comment
of Ohio, it has a good and solid foundation, but looks

HELP

@ Two years ago I met a young man at the Veteran’s Administration Hospital who was confined to a
wheel chair. He had been in World War II. He had
no injuries until after he’d received his discharge. He
was planning to go to college. After making arrangements, he started out on his journey to the school he

planned to attend.

Enroute, he stopped at a hotel to

spend the night. As he was removing his suitcases from
the trunk of his car, a drunken driver ran into the rear

of his parked auto. His legs were crushed between the
bumpers. He was glad to have someone, particularly a
college student, to talk to.
°
During the school year University of Dayton students through the Red Cross College Activities Unit,
entertain and talk with such people. Last month one
of the men (a veteran from the first World War) com-

mented that it was truly wonderful to have someone
from the “outside” to talk with. He’d been in the
hospital and confined to a wheelchair for twenty-three
years. After you meet such people you begin to realize
what a great deal you can contribute through so little
effort.
The Red Cross College Activities Unit offers
students at the University the opportunity to give
themselves and at the same time to bring a share
happiness to those less fortunate than themselves.
doubt if you could find more natural satisfaction
anything.

all
of
of
|
in

This service is not confined to the VAC alone. It
includes the Goodwill Industries, Wright-Patterson
field, the Dayton State Hospital, and several other com-

munity groups and organizations. The work itself
merely consists of bringing entertainment to people,
who under ordinary circumstances are unable to go out
into the community itself.
This constitutes only a small portion of the work
done by the Red Cross Unit however. In the 1949
Annual Report it is listed that four hundred and ten
students from the University of Dayton contributed
three thousand eighty-two volunteer hours of service.
Think of the service that could be done if twice that
number of students would share their time and talent

with those who really need it.
In

1943,

the U.D.

Unit

received

its charter which

forward to a strong and vibrant future.

Won’t you

help it realize just such a future? Don’t be afraid to
call off an occasional engagement—the satisfaction you
can get from doing some small thing for your fellow-

man is well worth the effort.
Look over the list of services your Unit offers—
somewhere you'll find something you can do. There is,
of course, no pay for your service, but through this
type of charity you'll find what Goldsmith called, “the
luxury of doing good.”
_..Brt HuLsopp.e.

THE

EDITOR MUSES...
© Bless Bess!—sure

as death,

taxes and a

cafeteria

line, the printer is here again. It’s the last time we'll
have to humor him though, because this issue of the
Exponent

is the end of the road, in more ways than

one.
Right off the bat, we'd like to post warning that
this month’s column, in addition to wandering as aimlessly as an Arts student at an Engineering convention,
may lapse into fits of sentimentality—after lapsing into

fits, period, all through the year. We beg excuse on the
grounds (with cream and sugar, please) that the realization is finally staring us in the face, after being kicked
in the teeth with gay abandon for almost eight semes-

ters, that we are about to swan-dive from the springboard of college into the rushing stream of life—and
WE

CAN’T

SWIM!

There are graduates who

want

diplomas with honors. We'd settle for one with a lifepreserver.

Ambition

is another

thing.

Some

fellows

strive to play first-string college football. Other people
want to make a straight 4.0 average (dreamers!). But
for us, our unrealized ambition is to walk into Brother

Paul’s caf wearing a derby, smoking a big, black cigar,
sitting on a chair backwards—and not get thrown out.
Just to keep the records straight (which will be
rather difficult, inasmuch as they’re circular pieces
of wax,

and

to give credit where

it’s due,

the editor

would like to pass out (he will, come June 3rd)

to

certain people the finest flowers that bus tokens can

buy.
Beginning

with

the

Exponent

family,

which

is

was signed by the late President Franklin Delano Roose-

about as close-knit as a ripped sack of marbles, the

velt.

posies go to Mary

Being one of the oldest college units in the State
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Ellen Nagle for her expert manipuThe Exponent

lation of the Feminine Interest pages; to Shirley Mc-

the Homecoming campaigns . . . this could roll on and

Neil, our poetess laureate; to Vera
Dershem, who kept the midnight
wires burning these past two years
door to door gathering material for

on like Old Man

Seiler and Frannie
oil and the phone
as they crept from
the thankless JOB

of writing “Kampus Kutups”; to Mary Jo Huth for
her profound and illuminating reports and essays; to
Peg Kunka and Bill Hulsopple, short-story and editorial writers; to Jim Leist and Gloria Byrd for their
flow of humorous articles; and last but not least to
artists Sue Pohlmeyer, Ginny MacMillan, Frank Hickey,
Eladio Yenderrozos, and Dan Zamorski, whose excellent
illustrations brightened these pages.

River. For others of us, these events

are building toward the time when we will get our
paroles from U. D. and go out into the wicked world.
So we have still a year, or two, or three to make points
—a minority of these being academic, the majority being
social. “College life’ —yeh, *swonderful!
The
ache—we
hope of
executive

editor’s job seems to be something like a toothknow it’s there, but we try to ignore it. In the
switching the magazine next September from
doldrums to trade-winds, Brother Tom has

made an admirable choice in finding an editor with a
conscience. And

thereby hangs a tale—to be explicit,

To all those too numerous to mention who con-

the subject of introducing the commander-in-chief of

tributed to the Exponent this year, we humbly offer a
sincere and grateful “Thank you very much.” In any

next year’s issues. It is to genial Jim Cooney, Arts seniorto-be from Delaware, Ohio, that we bequeath the
Exponent office—lock, stock, barrel, and busted swivel
chair with a well-flattened cushion. Jim’s artistry with

sort of roll-call, someone’s name is invariably and unconsciously omitted, and we hope that the above expression of our sentiments will assuage the injured

feelings of those who might be slighted.
This magazine’s highest award—three maple creams

and a two-pound box of candy papers—unquestionably
goes to patient faculty-advisor Brother Thomas

Price,

who badgered the staff for copy, visited the printer
‘round the clock, read and re-read the proofs, and removed most of the split infinitives. With no editors to
hound

for the next three months,

Brother Tom

won’t

know what to do with himself. He may even forget.
how to draw Milton’s diagram of Heaven and Hell.
When that happens, Gabriel will blow his horn.

Coming in for a fair share of the credit are you,
the readers. That the Exponent circulates among you is
an incontestable fact—one glance at the Arcade floor
after issue time is proof of that. Rather smugly, we
feel that this magazine is vitally needed by the students
—it makes a fine head-covering on a rainy day. Of
course, there are the intelligensia who read the blamed
thing, beyond the Kutups. One fervent freshman even
read the table of contents! We're still looking for the

pen, pencil, typewriter, charcoal stick, chisel, and what-

have-you has graced the pages of this magazine as well
as those of our comrade deadline-worrier, the U. D.

News, over the span of three years. Need we say more?

The very best of luck, Jimmy m’Boy.
A thought just struck us—relieving the monotony
of the tomatoes. Never before in the field of pseudoliterature have so many parentheses been used so much

to so little point. Ah well, some people have it, and
others don’t. Meet one of the unendowed.
It’s ‘way past quitting time—it was after the first
sentence. We're going to miss batting the breeze in
this space each month, and plugging games, records,
plays, and so on. (Did you notice a change this time?
No commercials!) But time has a nasty habit of moving
tight along, and we'd better do the same, waving our
sheepskin (diploma, that is) on high. Stop off at Third
and Main and visit us, won’t you? We'll have the
second apple-stand from the cannon. Well, it’s been real
—don’t take any wooden parking tickets.
—JOHN

KELLY.

character who bestowed dubious praise on our publication by succintly defining it as “the cigarette ad with
stories.”
Y’know, it’s amazing how quickly a school year
can speed by. Seems as though it was only a month
ago that the Frosh Welcome was in the limelight. And

look how far we’ve come since then—the things we've
learned and seen and done. For some of us, June will

mean “Aloha,” “Sayonara,” “Au revoir” to life here on
the Hilltop. The seniors will miss it, no matter what

they say now . . . cafeteria coffee, the park in fall and
spring, chapel cards, the “Pneumonia Gulch” Arcade
in winter, our much-(dis)cussed parking lot—on a
clear day you can see the opposite edge of the crater—
May,

1950

Farewell

.
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HORSE SENSE
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®@ My first instructor is one of the most qualified
teachers I have ever encountered. Without the use of
textbooks she taught me how to cook a meal, sew,
and perform other household duties. Understanding,
cheerfulness, and love of God were also included in my
curriculum.
She possessed an exceptional sense of humor, and
can always be relied upon to find something humorous
in every situation. If my spirits are low, it is charac-

teristic of her to easily find a solution for my problems.

She is extravagant, not with money, but with herself. It is contrary to her temperament to do anything
halfway—and she is always doing “something” to add
a little color and warmth to our home.

@ Many horse enthusiasts know very little about
the qualities of a good horse. For instance, the term

“thoroughbred”
consideration

is often used loosely and with little

for its meaning.

It might mean

that a

filly or mare has better than the usual good looks.
If a gentleman

calls

a lady

of his

acquaintance

a

“thoroughbred,” this term is even more flexible. Properly used it means
registered and can

that all the horses’ ancestors are
be traced back to one of three

horses: Herod, Eclipse, or Matchem. These three are
the foundation sires of all thoroughbreds. Eclipse never
lost a race.

Yes, I love my mother more each year I live, and
each year I grow more grateful to her for all that she

The modern thoroughbred, by selective breeding
for speed, is entirely different from his predecessors.
In size he averages around sixteen hands (one hand
is equal to four inches), and some are even taller.
His speed has increased greatly and the fastest Arab

has done for me.

horse of today would be no match for a thoroughbred
ais.
e

OPEN

2

IN.

of low class or even a good half-breed.

2

LETTER TO THE COEDS

@ This issue of
Mohicans” for the
thanks is extended
who made it possible
covered.

the Exponent is the “last of the
1949-50 school term. A vote of
to all those wonderful journalists
for these two pages to be properly

Now as that “glorious” week of exams approaches,
some students are becoming stricken with an unusual
disease. The symptoms of those afflicted are varied—
some suffer from over enthusiasm, while others are just

left cold. Their plea to postpone the exams
“brainy” day always seems to go unheeded.
Then comes the
from our chairs after
will look forward to
Three months to do
relax (I can dream,

till a

time when we will wearily rise
taking the final of the finals and
three terrific months of vacation.
nothing but sit in the sun and
can’t I?).

To the seniors this day will mark the end of their
college term at U. D., and the beginning of the perusal

of their

January the first is the official birthday of all
American thoroughbreds. This simplifies the matter
of racing horses of the same age against one another.
If a foal should be born on the last day of December,

he would be a year old the next day officially. Some
critics claim

that the common

horse has more

sense

than a thoroughbred. Horses have been known to run
a race and drop dead at the finish line, while others
have struggled hopelessly trying to finish a race on a
broken leg. Is intelligence a greater virtue than spirit
and courage?
The confirmation of a horse will often tell you
what kind of horse he is. He should be deep through

the heart, that is the girth line—as this is the sign
of stamina. A horse cannot be too deep through the
heart any more than a man can be too broad-shouldered.
The eyes of a horse often mirror his personality; they
should be large and prominent. Too much “white” in
the eye is frowned on by most horsemen. Quality,
honesty, and courage are written into a horse’s face as
into a man’s.

professional activities, unless post graduate

The build of the horse is very important. A track-

work is in the offing. So as the graduates prepare to go
home by degrees, a sincere wish of success and happiness goes with each and everyone of them.

man who runs the mile is of an entirely different build

—Mary
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than the man who is a sprinter. The same holds true
with horses; the distance runners are lanky, while the
sprinters are shorter coupled.
The Exponent

A good horse is never a bad color. There are many
prejudices concerning colored horses. Darker colored
horses are looked on with great favor. Too much white
is frowned upon; this may go back to the old rhyme:
Four white feet,

a white nose

Cut off his head and give him to the crows.
This of course is not always true, for many of the
great horses have had a great deal of white on them.
The color of a horse is determined by the hair on his

Vera Seiler and her “wearing apparel” dates?

(In

case you don’t understand, ask Vera.)
Yours truly carrying away
before his meal was finished?

a certain

prof’s

tray

And so, Dearie, if you remember these
incidents,
Then yow re not any older than I.
—Mary

Lou

DEERWESTER.

muzzle, which never changes.
The

speed

at which

race horses

run

is usually

overestimated. A horse’s top speed is under forty miles
an hour. Of course, the “horse with the speed of light”
who can gallop fifty or more miles an hour is somewhat of a phenomenon, as those who listen to a certain

radio program will realize.
—Lynn SHOWALTER.

e
SENIOR SKETCHES

6

Jeannie Stewart’s appreciation of literature, music,
and Art?

Mary Hall’s three period “box” lunch hour?
Beverly Dehn—the gal with less worries than the
rest of the Deans?
answer

of

“no”

”?

when

asked if there were any more Miami tickets?

wondering

what

to teach

in her practice

Mary Sullivan peeking over the counter in Brother
Paul’s cafe trying to be noticed?
Sue Pohlmeyer’s evening rendezvous down in the
library?
Charlotte

Shearer

a sittin’

and

a knittin’

effectively filter out the invisible and possibly harmful
rays.
In bright sunlight the iris of the eye narrows to
admit just the right amount of light needed to produce a clear image on the retina. Dark glasses cut down
the visible light, causing the iris to open wider and
expose the sensitive interior of the eye. Exposure to
excessive ultraviolet radiation can produce conjuncti_ vitis and interfere with normal vision.

Polarized lenses for sun glasses contain a

film,

laminated between the glass layers, which filters out
most of the reflected glare coming from water or wet
pavement. However, most polarized glasses have flat
(instead of convex) lenses, and a certain amount of
light is reflected into the eyes.
As to the color of sun glasses, the Army Air Forces

prefer the safe-green lens because it does not distort

Frannie Dershem and her constant indigestion during lunch
teaching?

to be breaking

The sun’s radiation is made up of ultraviolet and
infrared rays besides the visible rays. Cheap sun glasses
will cut down the brilliant visible rays, but will not

Wilma Van Fossen and her six daily trips to the
cafe for “coffee”?

incessant

® That lucky ole sun is bound

through the nimbus, and sun glasses will appear to be
as numerous as on a movie lot. In order to avoid eye
damage, even partial blindness, choose your dark glasses
with care. Each year over twenty million pairs of sun
which in most cases does not exist at all.

© Ah yes, these last four years—my profs undoubtedly remember them better. When I heard that Brother
Wehrle asked one of my friends if that gabby girl was
ever going to graduate, I think it’s time to leave. Speaking of leaving recalls to mind a few events connected
with some senior coeds. Do you remember:

Frank’s

LANE

glasses are sold to provide comfort and protection,

6

Dearie, do you remember how we waltzed
when the old bus stopped
And when we got into the halls we dropped.

Mary

PETTICOAT

in

the

natural colors. This is especially important to the
“women drivers,” since certain colors in sun glasses,
such as deep amber, will cause confusion in distinguishing between red and green lights.
To always be on the safe side purchase only
ground and polished lenses, and wear these glasses only
when in the bright sun.
—Mary E ren Nac te.

Lounge?
Margie

Wittman’s

interest in Nick-nacks?

Dottie Dixon and her flimsy excuses for coming
late to class. “Don’t
May,

1950

LY

LR

cry Joe!”
Page
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IS MARY‘S

WHAT

MISSION?

black cloud over the earth should

By John O’Connor
@ World-stirring events in our
atomic age make us realize that we
are witnessing a major crisis in the
history of civilization. Like a thundering herd crushing obstacles in its
path, our twentieth century civilization has crushed God and religion
out of many aspects of its daily life.
Now mankind is suffering the consequences; the world is racing crazily
toward destruction.
The growing inhumanity of our
twentieth century is a very disturbing feature of our changing civilization. Not a single barrier has de-

ing men to act as her laborers. Secularism, religious indifference, and
Communism, which today draw a

our Blessed Mother through the Rosary. Total defeat had seemed certain for the forces of Christendom;

yet, under the protection of Our
Lady of the Rosary, the Army of
Mary secured complete victory in
the battle of Lepanto. Further into
the panorama of history, a few hundred years before the battle of Lepanto, St. Dominic preached and
prayed the Rosary Crusade which
drove the Albigensian heretics from
Chnistrian countries.

not discourage us. Has not the Blessed Mother of God wiped out the
forces of evil in every age?
These new threats—Communism,

Secularism, and Materialism—as appalling and as imminent as they are,
should give us strength and confidence that the power of Mary has
not diminished in our time. It may
take a long

time, however,

for our

civilization to realize that the good

it is seeking

is the

good

which

Mary is striving to give it.
In 1917, at Fatima, Portugal, Our

Lady appeared to three children and
gave them a message of peace and

happiness; she made a plea for a

terred Germany, Russia, Italy, Japan,

counter-attack

and even our own democratic nations, from violating the rights, interests, and well-being of other men.
After organizing its resources, Russia, the stronghold of atheistic Communism today, has launched a powerful attack against the dignity of
the human person and the right of
every man to worship God as he
pleases. Aimed at world conquest,
Russia is seeking to accomplish its
goal in our country, as well as in
every nation throughout the world.

against

Bolshevism

and Communism. Without a doubt
Mary supplied to the world at Fatima a perfect plan for the conversion of Russia. ‘Total consecration
to Mary’s Immaculate Heart, the
distinctive feature. of Our Lady’s
message at Fatima, focuses the beacon light on that which will lead
men to a new life. The Fatima petition not only sets a value for living
a truly Christian life; but it also
challenges us to restore order in this

shipwrecked world by consecrating

To neutralize the forces of decay
occurring in our twentieth century
society can be accomplished only in
one way and that is by building up
a vigorous Christian society in its
very midst. Laying the cornerstone

ourselves to Mary as her laborers.

of a philosophy of social living is re-

because, convinced that Christianity
does not offer the solution to present
world-stirring problems, our modern
civilization has not tried it. The
Fatima message does provide a remedy for a suffering humanity which
has witnessed wars and the terrible
consequences of war. If accepted, it
would enable the mass of mankind
to build a new society based on love
of God and love of neighbor.

quired to change the individual and
through the individual to cure the
ills of the existing society. This way
of life can be nothing other than
the restoration of all things in Jesus
Christ through Mary, His Blessed
Mother. This restoration is Mary’s
Mission

in

the

modern

world,

for

this is the age of Mary.
In every period of the history of
the Church, the triumphant crusade

of God against evil has been led by
Mary. The church stood alone as the
mighty

fortress

defending

Europe

against the Turks over four centuries

ago. The impossible victory was
gained when Pope Pius V invoked
Page 20

Mary

at Fatima

promised that

Russia would be converted and that
a period of peace would settle over
the world. So far Mary’s wishes have
not

By destroying the forces of Satan
time and time again, Mary has continually brought the world back to
Christ, her son.

channel

through

Because she is the

which

all graces

come to us, Mary has provided the
world with every fragment
ual vitality which it needs
the path leading to Christ.
the Mother of the Mystical

of spiritto follow
Mary is
Body of

Christ of which each of us is a member; and it is her task not only to
give this body life, but also to mother its growth and perfection. While
attacking that which is powerful and
strong in our century, Mary is invit-

saved

our

modern

civilization,

Mary sealed her promises made
at Fatima by a great public miracle.
As 70,000 people stood, soaked
through

by

a sub-tropical

shower,

the sun plunged wildly earthward.
Bead-telling

peasants

and

scoffing

skeptics cringed in the mud!

Sud-

The Exponent

denly the sun arose again to its
normal position in the universe. God
had shown, by altering the regular
course of the sun to fulfil Mary’s
prophecy, that he had confided the
task of bringing the world back to
Christ through Mary for those who
would not be convinced of Mary’s

nomination on Calvary.

brotherly love. The first and immediate apostles to the workers ought
to be workers; the apostles to those
who follow industry and trade ought
to be from among themselves.” The
Holy Father does not tell us to leave
society but to set-up a Christian
world in its midst.

To work with Mary as our Leader is the steppingstone toward re-

The world is the factory and beyond the assembly line away from
the humdrum of intense activity,

storing Christianity, the pillars of

Mary,

which have been paralyzed by the
separation of religion from the other
aspects of our daily life. Every man

stands, directing her workers. Her
universal interest is right in the
grime and sweat of the factory! Entrusted with a great world mission to
see that this factory runs smoothly
and efhciently, she requires co-laborers to accomplish her task. Her dynamic laborers are true Christian
workers who give themselves wholeheatedly to their Commander-inChief and who rely implicitly on her
grace, her help, her assistance.

and woman,

the farmer, the factory

worker, the business man, the professional man, each in his particular
environment must enter into the
mission of Mary to restore the world
to Christ. If we discover our car in
need of repairs, we would take it to
a mechanic. Now that is what Mary
is calling us to do for the world to-

day. The tools for Christ’s victory
in our day are in our own hands.
The front lines in Mary’s workers
await us.
Stripping the assembly line of its
workers is something like stealing
the laborers of the church who fulfill
the mission of Mary, for the worth
of individual Christians when united
with

others,

to build

a new

social

order is tremendous. This applies
not only to the highest ranking prelate but also to the most obscure
Christian. Each has an_indispensable role to play in helping Mary
to bring about a new Christian social
order. But what is important at this

moment is that Mary is using maninfluencing-man tactics to accomplish Her Mission.

Mary

wants

Christians,

to

highly

work

through

organized

in

a

corporate body. United with others
in their particular surroundings they
will be much stronger than if they
attempted to work by themselves.

Pope Pius XI, in his famous

cylical, Quadragesimo

Anno,

en-

wrote,

“That these classes of men may be
brought back to Christ whom they
have

denied,

we

must

recruit

and

train from among them auxiliary sol-

the

Commander
- in - Chief

Organized as a group under their
Commander-in-Chief, they cannot

finally

read,

his voice

“This cast I now upon the sea,
this bottle, that it may reach strange
lands, and if there be in any men
who

read

the

Christian

French,

I

pray them write for I am full curious
and lonely for the pleasure of strange
letters. Sealed this fourteen hundred
and

fifty-ninth

year

of

and of the third month
twentieth day.”

FIFTY

GOLDEN

(Continued

Sacred

from

Lord,

of it, the

YEARS

page

Heart with

Our

10)

about

seventeen

hundred and forty members, extends
its activities over one hundred

and

nineteen houses in Europe, North
America, South America, Australia,
Africa and China.

with fire and zeal, they are propelled
onward with the same driving force

For fifty golden years, with true
Paulist determination, the Missionary Sisters of the Sacred Heart have
reiterated the familiar words of the
Great Apostle: “God forbid that I
should glory but in the Cross of

as

are

the

Communists,

but

in

a

different way
— “love of it impels
them”. These workers have been
charged with the task of changing
the existing conditions within the
world factory. The work of their
Commander-in-Chief is their work.
She is their leader; they are the
laborers.
Tomorrow we will have a better
world only if the workers act to
make it so. In their hands lies the
destiny of the world. Tomorrow the
tide will turn only if the social monsters within the factory are destroyed. When we have succeeded in restoring the factory of the world to

Our Lord Jesus Christ, by whom
the world is crucified to me and I to
the world.” The words of the Emperor Constantine continually remind them that “In Hoc Signo
Vinces.” In what sign?—the crude,
wooden Cross of Calvary upon

which hangs the bruised Body of
Our Saviour Jesus Christ Who draws

all things to His Bleeding Heart on
fire with love for the souls of man-

kind.

“May

Jesus

be

full production, then the mission of

world

is, therefore, the ideal which

Mary will be completed. She
have brought to completion
Mystical Body of which Christ is
Head, Mary is the Mother and
are the members.

encourages the Missionary Sisters of
the Sacred Heart to spend themselves for the glory of God and the
salvation of souls.

8

THE

e

will
the
the
we

everywhere

Heart

of

in the

CONNOISSEURS

(Continued

from

page

8)

himself to be interested in the proceedings.

shaggy

the Sacred

loved

e

diers of the Church who know them

May, 1950

and

showing deep emotion, and faltering
over the peculiarities of an older
dialect “From Guy de Villenais,
Servant of God and Scribe to the
Chatelain and lord of the Chateau
de la Reaux, to all men greetings.

afford to be mediocre; instead, alive

well and their minds and wishes, and

can reach their hearts with a tender

ment

M.

brows

le

Brun

knitted

in puzzled

his

wonderPage 21

FRANCIS

THOMPSON

(Continued from

page

bling Jose. “You still can’t recall?”
the officer persuaded. Jose pressed

8)

Again we must point out that
symbolism, like the mysticism,
been used by the poet simply
means to an end and at no time
it taken-a paramount place in
effort.
To Francis Thompson belongs
laurels of his century. For in
we

find

a meticulous

the
has
as a
has
his
the
him

craftsman,

a

man who has accepted the style of
his time and executed it with proficiency but, who was capable of
ignoring the influences, both from
the thought of the times and those
cast upon him personally during his
prolonged struggle with opium, and
create what is undoubtedly the most
noteworthy poetry of his era.
Blessed with a fusion of religious
feeling and artistic method more intense and accurate than his con-

temporary English poets, he has exceeded them. He has reached beyond Blake and Hopkins and must
be considered upon a plane with
Dante as the greatest of the Catholic
poets.

Although the beauty of his
is not limited to Catholics and
one not congruous with his
might well enjoy the ecstasy

work
while
faith
of his

writing,

incon-

it

is,

nevertheless,

ceivable that the food for thought

he has offered could reap the har-

vest for which it was planted. In
his foresight Francis Thompson
realized that, though his works

would

be marked

in history,

principles would never be
accepted, even by his own:

his

wholly

his lips in silent determination.
“Oh,

waste

by

the

too

way,

much

we

needn’t

time.”

He

ad-

dressed
the third soldier once
again. “Look around a little. I suggest you start with the top and
work down. If you run into trouble

stamp on the floor or something.
But I think we'll be through here
before long.” The soldier clicked his

heels to the order and disappeared
upstairs.
“Now

let’s

see,

where

are

we?

Oh yes.” He felt the point of the
pin once more. “T’ll give you exactly

one minute to make up your mind;
after that you'll tell us where he
is or else.” He dispensed with airs
now and got down to business.

Beads of glassy perspiration jeweled
the forehead of the prostrate man.

He

was breathing

hard

now,

the

Red sitting on his chest and holding
his arms. The officer’s steel eyes
were but lines watching the second
hand of his wrist watch slowly count

out each part of the minte.
“All right, dog, speak.” The officer’s boot dug into Jose’s side. Jose
gasped for breath, “No.”
Jose then jerked a little as a cold
hand clamped his right foot. A sharp
pain shot from the tip of his toe
up his leg and choked from the bottom of his stomach a cry of agony.

“Well?”

the

officer

held

the

bloody pin in sight of the victim.
No answer crossed those quivering
lips. Jose felt the pin going deeper
this time. A smothered groan es-

in her

caped due only to the crucifying
effort to stifle further cries. But the

Somewhat sweet is she, somewhat wan;

third hot, sharp plunge of the pin
tore a shriek from the deepest recess
of Jose’s lungs.

Her heart Sole-towered
steep spirit,

And she sings the songs of Sion
By the streams of Babylon.

CAMERA,

“Let
stood

ACTION!

that

kitchen
drawn.

man

alone.”

door was open
in

the

The

entrance,

officer

The

and Mario
a_ revolver

looked

up

in

“Tut, tut, you’re in the presence
of esteemed military men.” The

surprise, while the soldiers let Jose
go. Jose, still pale and trembling,
struggled to his feet. The Reds

officer

backed against the front wall, hands

(Continued

from

turned

page

12)

to the third

soldier,

“Give me your Loyalist pin. I think

raised. ““T'ake their guns, Jose.” Jose

it has a sharp point.” Taking it the
officer pricked the palm of his hand.

fumbled for the officer’s pistol and
those of the two soldiers, conscious

“Perfect.” He looked at the trem-

Page 22

only of the pain in his feet. He

moved

in a bit of a daze. Still be-

wildered, he turned to Mario for
further instructions. The door at
the top of the stairs creaked. “Mario,
look out! The top of the stairs!”
The sharp crack from Mario’s revolver and the fiery spit from the
one in the Red’s hand on the stairs
thundered in the ears of all. There
was a thump-thump of body and
pistol falling down the stairs.
*

*

*

*

*K

*

*

“Cut, cut! Hey, Fritz, don’t you
know how to die? This is theatre,

drama, motion picture . . . not a
warehouse. I think you could learn
some grace watching a sack of potatoes drop. And you, my barefoot
boy, make those cries shrieks, not
hilarious laughter as if a feather

were tickling your foot .. .
“It’s time anyway, fellows. Let’s
call it a day. Sam, will you close

up? I got to hike it fast. I’m taking
the little woman out to dinner. Boy,

she’s my first and last, my one and
only. She’s adorable even after these
eleven years.”
“I wish most of us could say
that, boss.”

“You could if you really made a
try at it, Sam. Good night.”
“Yeh, so long, boss; be seein, ya.”

e

e

e@

KAMPUS KUT-UPS
(Continued

from

page

24)

say we're sorry—yet we'll probably
miss this monthly social sojourn
with you. It’s been fun, despite the
many weary wee hours we've spent
trying to be clever; it isn’t easy—
try it sometime. We’ve choked over
innocent insults made by unsuspecting
persons
who
somehow
missed hearing that we write this
stuff. Our apologies for the many
misspelled names and late news. So
in parting we bequeath to our
known (but we'll never tell) successors all the worldly possessions of
two K-K writers: a little black book,

a nose for news, the student roster
of names, a half filled box of NoDoz, many headaches, much fun,

and sincere thanks to all of you for
being such patient readers.
—FRANNIE DERSHEM,
AND VERA SEILER.
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Get

DRUMS

an

Vo

(Continued

6

from

page

a paradiddle tempo, to provide a
healthy and invigorating atmosphere
for their evening snacks, drums also

14)

offer

tion but often they receive the punishment as the disobedient child.
Only such a theory can account for
the beating they sometimes receive
from unskilled masters! Besides being able to stimulate one’s emotions
and even passions, as may be seen
even today among certain Indian
tribes where tom-toms are played at

14

to anyone

an

opportunity

learning to play a
rhythm instrument.

of

fundamental

This range of the instrument in
use

for

communication,

entertain-

ment and culture over these many
centuries of man’s habitation on the
earth, gives it an unchallenged place
in the sanctuary of music’s temple.

Complete with plastic
bag, easy instruction
book, and two picks.

QUESTIONS

ONLY

Aslant, I lie surrounded by a word
Which twice repeats a virtue which you’ve heard.

A letter (from the Greek), a conjunction (transposed),
One from Flanders, here reflected and posed.
A ten dollar bill, and the term ‘“‘to sell”
Gives one a title, if they’re combined well.

Answers and names of winners will be available at
Magazine office. Winners will be notified by mail.

RULES

FOR

CHESTERFIELD

HUMOR

MAGAZINE

CONTEST

Saye ep

Identify the 3 subjects in back cover ad. All clues are in ad.
Submit answers on Chesterfield wrapper or reasonable facsimile to this publication office.
First ten correct answers from different students win a carton of Chesterfield Cigarettes each.
Enter as many as you like, but one Chesterfield wrapper or facsimile must accompany each entry,
. Contest closes midnight, one week after this issue’s publication date,
All answers become the property of Chesterfield.
+ Decision of judges will be final.

LAST
A
The Islander Ukulele is designed by
Mario Maccaferri. A full size, professional
instrument,

made

plastic.

Has

perfect

pitch,

trating

tone,

easy

precision

Beautiful
ish.

of

Rosewood

Nylon

resounding
brilliant

grain

strings.

and

ANSWERS

& WINNERS

B

TRIPP.

A prefix for three is “tri.” Like two peas (pp)

Styron

in a pod give you “Tripp,” whose letters are odd (five).

pene-

YOUNG

fingerboard.

Patent

MONTH’S

The B of ABC. If you look intently at the letter B, you
will see two D’s inside it.

Ivory

MAN

WITH

A

Sapiens is a young man. The
Hope is Cape Horn.

fin-

HORN. A

youthful

homo

rival of the Cape of Good

pegs.

It is the greatest value ever offered in a musical instrument.
Guaranteed! The Islander will reach
you

in

5

ORDER

days

BY

in

perfect

MAIL,

USE

condition.

THIS

CONTEST WINNERS

COUPON

Send check or money order, we prepay postage.
When ordering C.O.D. customer agrees to pay
all charges.
Please print name, address and* zone number
plainly.

i
:

Paramount
Distributors,
Inc.
Box 18, Fordham
Station, New

i

Gentlemen:

t

Please

i

BNI fap

'

RR

4

CRY. netacaen
ie na. CORB ce

I

(J

i

send

Check

a

York

58,

N.

Y.

The following were winners in last month’s contest:
Steve DeVol,

Miller,
{
i
{

the

Islander
a

eae

(J

Uke

Outfit

to

sh veecca eye kta
8 i

Money

{

env aun kainiceraet

i

cel Sane ecg dete achccseddcdsepoucevsn

:

order

SIGE Dice.
ET

cs0.)

Tom

Thomas

Tracy,

D. Lauer,

Robert

Edmund

Ebert,

Joe

Myers,

Hugh

McDonald,

Francis Groselle, Pat Rich and Anthony Arnold.

Put your answer in an envelope and mark it Exponent,
“Chesterfield Contest,” and drop it in the campus postoffice.

I
i
i
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WINPUS
plain

“Dearie, do you remember?”
When we chanted “Freshman boys
and girls are we, green aS grass as
you can see.”
When Georgia O’Connell was “molassed and floured” during frosh initiation?
“And whose little girl are you?”
When “Dreamboat” Jim Bell was
candidate for Turnabout?
Sraunch,

Ine.

and

its

five

horrible

presidents who threw the unique “Get
Rid of Your Sweetheart for Christmas
Is Coming” party?
The regular Friday afternoon TGIF
sessions

at

the

Heid?

Omega’s “Beers to Ya” shindig at
Grote’s?
Defrosting at the Frosh Welcome
Dance

at Eagles?

The boxing match between Dynamo
Delp and Rip Janaszek?
The WAA serenade to Johnny Besanceney ?
The Bar Room Bessies and their
familiar “sis-boom-ba’”’?
All the football migrations?
Ray Munger dressed
on the Toledo trip?

as

a conductor

The first time Ginny Mac sang “The
Great Big Saw’’?
The ferocious
Villains and their
handlebar mustaches ?
Art Bok’s sensational catch that
clinched the Miami game in 748?
The jet plane which buzzed the field
to salute Homecoming Queen Marianne
Roll?
When Larry Fitzgerald tackled the
Alumni Hall burglar?
Joyce Rhoads as “Elvira” in “Blithe
Spirit”?
When Stan Kurdziel, the official icetester,

fell

in?

The collection for Czis’ burr?
John Kelly in a red wig—the life of
a New Year’s Eve party?
That wonderful Junior Prom which
featured Elliot Lawrence and his unforgettable music?
Bill McKinley, remember “David’’?
When “beautiful D. O’B.” was king?

When

Bob

Tormey

stole

with
his famous
last
makes me a has-been”?

the

words,

show
“This

Barney and Pat as “Raggedy Ann
and Andy’?
U.D. Joe’s imitation of Rose Mur-

phy?

The Centennial parade which was
the biggest in Dayton’s history?
Charlie
Schrimpf’s
current
quip,
“What’s

your

first

name,

“Test your memory,” all of you.
If your
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score

is perfect,

then

’tis

to see you're

Hope

Punchy about his consolation prizes

senti-

and he’ll tell you (we hope) that he

mental graduates who. couldn’t resist the temptation to reminisce in
this our last edition of the K-K.
These questions mark the milestones
in our memory books.

was a winner anyway. On this—the
gals’ night to be escort, driver, doorman, and bill-footer, a corsage is an
absolutely indispensible accessory.
Gad! Did you see the products of
some imaginative minds? Winning
the prizes (?) (that’s O.K., Joyce—
you can’t be expected to remember
everything) were a flying saucer
concoction dreamed up by Mary
Ellen Nagle specially for Ray Lemming and just a bird in a gilded
“stage” custom-built by Pat Radican
for Bill Cutcher’s husky shoulders.

you'll

excuse

a

Seniors.

couple

of

Focusing our attention on more
recent events—“Let the good times
roll” seemed to be the theme of
the Military Ball which featured the
double coronation ceremony of the
two
attractive
queens,
Marilyn
Hauer and Marilyn Hagans.—Ray
Montgomery and Barb were in such
a blissful fog that it’s doubtful if
they even heard “You Came a Long
Way from St. Louie” appropriately

played

for

them.—Jack

Kimmel’s

gal, Joanne, was certainly a knockout,

and

he seemed

well

aware

of

the fact that he was a very lucky
fellow.—Bill Herlihy and Amy Niedecken were an important twosome;
Bill was M.C. and Amy one of the
company sponsors. A right nice pair,
agreed?—Heard the good news that
Jill Beery and Jerry Cleary are going
steady?
Turnabout Tag time meant wild,
noisy, ridiculous, WONDERFUL

campaigns. Campus coeds exhausted
their energies in familiarizing

women
dates.

cluded

students with their candiNew

campaign

tandem

nding

stunts

with

in-

Don

Cosgrove co-rider with “Daisy,” and
a float on which Punchy Mayer was
enthroned as “Mayer of the
Campus’—cigar, derby, vest and all
the trimmings. The psychological
appeal of Pete Boyle’s resemblance
to Gregory Peck was effective; Jim
Meyer was fortunate in having the
loud and always persuasive support
of the band; the startling yellow and
black theme of Con Fecher’s cam-

paign dazzled the eyes of every last
little
know,

honey?”

NUT-URS

lass

in

the

the “Head

school.
Man”

As

yall

turned out

to be Con, who was the cutest king
since,

well,

since

last

year.

Ask

_ John Klebba was mighty proud of
his portable fish pond, but the fish
food that Thelma Romer provided
was never used for the poor goldfish lacked the strong constitutions
necessary to survive the dance. No
one even noticed Bucky Weaver’s
corsage; he was so outstanding in
other ways that we hear Judy Hartnett is still suffering from “de-feet.”
Springtime is ringtime, and here’s
proof. Carmel Clune climaxed a
glorious evening of dining, dancing,
champagne,

an

orchid,

and

all by

substituting a blue-white solitaire
for his class ring on Edna’s left hand.
—The Mil Ball was the occasion
selected by Ed Janning and Rita
‘Tegeder to announce their acceptance of that grand old American
custom of ring-giving—Johnny Besanceney, Piqua’s favorite son, made
Easter the occasion to announce his
engagement.-‘“Something old, something new, something borrowed,
and something blue” will be the
order of the day for Jodelle Miller
who will marry Terry Lorenz in
less than a month, June 10 to be
exact.—Congrats too to all the engagements that will undoubtedly
surprise us within the next month,
especially at the Senior Farewell.
Guess

we

have

to

face

it—time

has come to bid you all adieu. Can’t
(Continued

on

page

22)
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